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CORBIN’S BOOMERANG. 
“ifs it hot enough for you, Mr. Corbin? 
“Tf it isn’t, it will be soon.” 2 
For if evera man, with the thermometer 
in the upper nineties, went in for a still greater 
heat, this absurd Corbin has done so. 

He has tried to sit down on the Jews. 

This little feat has been attempted in many 
countries for many centuries, but, at latest ac- 
counts, it had not succeeded. 

And Mr. Corbin, with his little bank, and 
his railroad, and his hotel, seems to have sat 
down—not upon the Jews—but upon himself. 

Puck cares nothing for race, creed or na- 
tionality; and this question ‘is considered in 
relation to its pronounced antagonism to every 
principle upon which the fathers founded the 
Republic. What is the use of allowing every 
man freedom in his religious ideas if you refuse 
him permission to eat his clam at any end of 
Coney Island he prefers ? 

** All men free and equal,” quotha! What 
benefit is it to us that we are f. and e., if we 
can’t get a dusty ride to Manhattan Beach and 
pay several prices for what we could get better 
on Broadway ? 

But the cheek of Corbin! He is playing 
himself as a tail on Judge Hilton’s kite; and 
he wants to be bigger than the kite itself. Hil- 
ton was content with closing his tavern against 
the children of Israel: but Mr. Corbin desires 
to close the gates of his railway, his hotel, his 
Jew music-blower, and the free Atlantic Ocean 
to the Jews. 

But he can’t do it. The American eagle has 
screeched in his ears, and Mr. Corbin finds 
out that he:cannot set himself up against pub- 
lic opinion. -__ ; 

There are Jews in Ludlow Street, and there 
are Jews on Fifth Avenue, 

There are Irish in Jackson Street and ‘there 
are Irish on..Murray Hill. - 

The Jews and the Irish in Ludlow and Jack- 
son Streets are, to put it mildly, very nasty. 
But suppose Mr.’Corbin were to issuc his silly 
manifesto, ‘refusing admission to his Coney Is- 
land caravanserai to a// the Irish because some 
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of them were nasty, would he now be alive? 





But the Jews are a patient people, and Cor- 
bin still lives. 

When the admission to a public place in this 
country depends upon the shape of one’s nose, 
then Liberty will lie bleeding. But let her lie: 
so long as Corbin is satisfied. Elsewhere we 
suggest how Corbin can so carve his customers 
as to make them welcome at his part of Coney. 

When a man goes in for gratuitous advertis- 
ing, he ought to aim at making himself popu- 
lar. But if Mr. Corbin ever had any ambition 
to become the President of these United States, 
he has taken a step very ill calculated to en- 
hance his chances as a successful candidate. 
Unknown a week ago, he is to-day, if anything, 
a little too well known. 

Corbin issued his manifesto. 

It was a boomerang. 

And, naturally, it recoiled and hit nobody 
but Corbin. 








U. S. TAKES THE STUFFING OUT OF J. B. 
: popular fancy of John Bull is that he is 
a jolly old cock, bursting with fun and 
good living; while Uncle Samuel is a lean, 
cadaverous individual, whittling a stick as thin 
as himself, and spitting all strength out of his life 
in spurts of tobacco-juice. 

This has been the popular fancy; but the 
facts which every mail from Europe proves tell 
a very different story. For it is U.S. who is 
the fat and jolly fellow, and it is J. B. who is 
getting decidedly cadaverous, For while Eng- 
lish farms are sterile, the great growing places 
of America are waving with luxuriant grain to 
feed aworld. While in England the farmer 
finds it useless to grow crops which only give 
him “hardly ever” enough to pay the rent to 
the owner of the land, in America, so to speak, 
the vacant lands are holding out their hands to 
be cultivated. 

What is the reason? In the agricultural 
parts of England there is no middle class, The 
rich are too rich: they own a// the land, The 
poor are too poor: they work the land, but 
cannot own it. Money won’t buy it. The land- 
owners, dukes, barons, shoddy lords, and all 
the British system of aristocracy, “‘go in” for 
land; and the farmer finds that his year’s labor 
leaves him worse off in pocket at the 31st of 
December than he was on the previous 1st day 
of January. He has no money to spend for 
improvements, fertilizers, the wonderful farming 
inventions of Yankee genius—so he growls, his 
farm becomes more and more sterile, and— 
England sends to America for food. 

Which is very jolly for U. S., but very flabber- 
garsting to J. B. 

In this country there are no land-HOLDERs as 
a class, and the man who wants a dozen or ten 
thousand acres of land can buy it if he has the 
money. It is his. Every dollar he expends upon 
it, he expends upon his own property. Here is 
encouragement; and the result is that the broad 
ocean is filled with ships conveying fat beef, 
cargoes of grain, holds-full of butter and cheese, 
not to mention such little delicacies as American 
fruits and American fish, oysters and lobsters. 

A very esteemed contemporary of ours re- 
cently hinted to the British farmer that he must 
either give over farming or emigrate to America. 

But what is he to do if he declines to accept 
the alternative? He can’t go into the great 
mechanical industries of Birmingham or.Man- 
chester, or labor in the ‘‘ black country.” 

There, already, the workers are starving and 
“striking,’’ because American industry, skill 
and invention are sending knives to Sheffield 
and cotton goods to Manchester. 

Clearly, then, if Mr. J. B. would regain his 
bursting, old-time rotundity, he must come over 
to U.S. and be put through a course of Banting 
on the American plan. 








Purkerings. 


Goop jokes should be, like persimmons 
Puckery. : 





Retroussé and German noses are in lively 
demand. 





SAMUEL J. TILDEN sympathizes with the 
Jews. Wasn’t he one of the chosen? 





THE locomotives of the elevated roads, like 
all good Injins, are ever on the T rail. 





ALTHOUGH they all desired the distinction 
formerly, now no ocean watering-place is will- 
ing to be pier-less. 





CuastTINnE Cox thinks this diversion of public 
interest to the Jews an infringement on his 
prerogatives of popularity. 





THE reason why so many of the stories de- 
tailed in the Parisian newspapers appear to be 
so good is because they are X told. 





Fruit of long investigation, 
Here’s another rhyme to Corbin, 
’Tis perhaps his inspiration— 
Bourbin! 
THE hotel managers at Coney Island have so 
many things of a saline nature around them 
that they think they must salt their music, and 
so, twice a day, they cornet. 





A MAN has been drowned at Manhattan 
Beach, Mr.Jacobson, of Chatham St., casually 
remarks that Corbin is already beginning to 
feel the finger of Providence. 





Some bad man has written to us to give the 
reason that Christ was born in a manger. He 
says it was because Mary was a Jewess, and the 
Corbins of the period wouldn’t admit her to 
their hotels. 





THERE was a young fellow of Jewry 

Said: ‘* Corbin’s a brute and a boor, he 
Would shut from my reach 
Manhattan’s fair Beach, 

Which was my great holiday luxury. 





HE set a ham sandwich upon his head, 
Garnished with pettitoes, 

And a sausage he hung 

So it gracefully swung 
From the curl of his crescent nose, 


And thus accoutred he gaily said: 
‘*T will do it beyond a doubt!” ‘ 

And he played on a whistle made out of the tail 

Of a pig, as he went to the beach by rail, 
And got promptly and sternly fired out. 





THERE was a director named Corbin 
Who thought that the Jews were absorbin’ 
Too much space at Manhattan, 
And so‘them he sat on 
In a way they had never before bin. 





Mr. Corsin of Manhattan Beach has patented 
a new nose-guage, by which the Jewness of all 
guests is to be tested. The apparatus is neat 
and simple, and in shape like this: 


If people who are not Jews will wear noses \ 
that are not the correct Gentile Ki-bosh, they © 
must put up with the consequences. : 
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MOSES ON CORBIN. 


Moses on the Corbin question. The 

reporter presented his card to St. Peter, 
and, after a few minutes of attendance, had 
the pleasure of seeing the venerable prophet 
emerge from the calm seclusion of Abraham’s 
bosom and advance towards him. Mr. Moses 
wore an airy white robe, a low-cut vest, an 
écru shirt, and a very large watch-chain, which, 
together with various miscellaneous jewelry, in- 
cluding a two-electric-light-power diamond pin 
and six seal rings, gave the patriarch a neat if 
not a gaudy air. 

Mr. Moses gracefully waved the Puck repor- 
ter to a seat (from cherubic considerations, he 
did not take one himself), and asked in the 
most genial tones: 

‘Vell, what can I do for you, young man ?” 

“‘What is your opinion on the action of Mr. 
Corbin ?” queried our representative. 

“ Vell, Idink he don’ know vot he vas a-gifin’ 
us,” was the reply. Mr. Moses speaks with a 
slight foreign accent. 

“Then you disapprove of it?’ continued 
the Puck man. 

“Uf you don’ tell nobodies,” Mr. Moses 
whispered confidentially, ‘‘I vas told you some- 
dings. Der faect is, I vas a Shoo myselif. 
Folks don’ know it, un I don’t make no osten- 
tations abowit it; aber I vas a Shoo. Now, 
shtaend a leedle more dot light mit, un you see 
dem hook in dot nose. See?” And the inter- 
viewee meditatively rubbed a nasal organ that 
reminded the reporter of summer days spent in 
Connecticut, and crook-necked squashes ripen- 
ing in the sun. 

‘‘The Manhattan Beach prohibition doesn’t 
affect you personally, Mr. Moses ?” 

‘“No, sir, 1 don’ use dot water. I haefn’t 
been in dot sea since—since—Pete! [to the 
gentleman at the gate] ven vas dot year I vas 
leat dose Israelites dot Red Sea troo? Vell, no 
maetter.” 

“But how about Mr. Corbin,” pressed the 
reporter. ‘‘What do you think of Mr. Corbin?” 

*Vot do I dinks Mr. Corbin of? Vell, now 
I dells you, aber you don’t dell nobodies. 
I dinks dot*Corbin vas too fresh alleweil. I 
dinks he ought to vas put to soak mit dot brine 
mit his head. Now, you shust look here. Who 
vas make dot Island vot it vas? Dot Shoo! 
He pring his faemily, und his wife und his sis- 
ters und his—no, don’t shdrike me—I vas beg 
your pardon. Dot Pinafore is in-gecalled. Aber, 
I vas asayin’: dot Shoo he pring his family, 
und his dinner a basket in, un’ don’ droubbles 
nobodies—don’ make dem waiters no egsdra 
work. I dells you, sir, dot Shoo vas a quiet 
gustomer. Now you look dem Ghristians at. 
Dey goes to dot Island down, un’ dey raise 
shimmany grickets. Aifery sinkle Ghristian, he 
go dot water in, un’ he use dot ocean up. Dot 
Shoo, he don’ do like dot. Uf a Shoo he vas 
tirty, he haef more manners as to go dem vaves 
for up to muss. Dot vas nix politenesses, uf you 
do like dem Ghristians. Un’ now I dells you 
somedings more. Dot Corbin he say dot Shoo 
vas not shenerous. Now, shust look mit dot! 
You go down next dime dot Bavilion by, un’ 
see uf dot Shoo not shenerous is. Uf you don’ 
pring no lunch mit you, you vas shust stand 
hundert yards dot breeze obbosite, un see uf you 
don’ of dot shmell dine! Dot Shoo not shene- 
rous, alleweil!’’ 

‘‘ But that is just what Mr. Corbin complains 
of, Mr. Moses.” 

“Vell, uf he don’ like dot free lonsh he 
needn’t vas go dere,”’ quickly rejoined the 
Prophet, ‘‘dot treat vas free kratis for nodings.” 

“What do you think is the cause of Mr. Cor- 
bin’s action, Mr. Moses ?” 

“Some Shoo fellow cut him mit his girl 
owit,” was the unhesitating response, ‘‘ dot 
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Herald vas riyit. Dot Corbin, he vas a makin’ 
to an I-erish woman up, un’ a young fellow aus 
Chaetham Street vas pekiled her affegtions from 
him away. I dells you, dem Ghristians don’ 
stand no chance alongsite of a Shoo in der 
Lofe business. Dey don’ vas got no shinynesses 
deir hair mit.” 

**Do you think,” was the reporter’s final 
query, “that Mr. Corbin’s prejudice is very 
generally shared by enlightened people ?” 

“No, I don’ vas dinks no such dings,’’ re- 
plied Mr. Moses, gracefully balancing himself 
on a cloud, as if to close the interview; “ der 
only man dot I aifer vas meet dot Corbin like, 
he vas named Pharoah, un’ der only draubbles 
I haed mit him vas ganz different aus. He 
gouldn’t get dem Shoos enough of. Un’ a 
mighty mean Hotel he vas geep, doo!” 

And our reporter left the great Prophet to 
his reflections on the unsatisfactory chowder 
provided by his former Egyptian host. 








FREE; BUT NOT EASY. 

i — 

’ *>"REEDOM, in this great and glorious 
country, is, as we have before had occa- 
sion to observe, getting a little too free. 

The Liberty of our beloved land seems to con- 

sider it her unquestionable prerogative to sell 

herself to the highest bidder. It was not so 
aforetime, and it won’t be so in the future, if 

Puck has anything to say about it. But at pre- 

sent, Freedom is decidedly a luxury, not to be 

enjoyed by the masses. 

When we say an American citizen is free, we 
mean that he is free in a Pickwickian or Pina- 
phoric sense. We mean that he is free, so to 
speak, as it were, if not otherwise. 

For instance, if you are on trial for a capital 
crime in New Jersey, you cannot have liberty 
to live unless you pay royally for it. If you 
own real estate in this city, you cannot keep a 
useless and wholly objectionable elevated rail- 
road from ruining you, unless you are a legis- 
lator, like the member from Second Avenue. 
If you are a Jew, you cannot on any terms have 
the freedom of Manhattan Beach: 

But it is not only at Manhattan Beach that 
water is made inaccessible to all but a privi- 
leged class. The city of New York, with a 
due and proper regard for the claims of mod- 
esty, bas forbidden reckless, indiscriminate, 
and—as it were—skin bathing along the line of 
its bay and river banks. This, of course, was 
the city’s duty, or part of the city’s duty. The 
other part was to provide places where the 
warm and porous citizen can cool his feverish 
epidermis through the hot summer months. 

This duty the said citizen fondly supposed 
had been completed when he heard of the 
half-a-dozen palatial baths anchored at various 
points along the East and North Rivers. 

He said to himself, this poor deluded citizen: 

“I will take aswim. Thi city fathers, God 
bless ’em, have given me a place to swim in, 
and I willswim. Hooroar!” 

And he went down to get his swim. 

You will see that citizen on our last page. 
He is the man on the extreme tail of the line. 
He will get his bath in about three hours and 
fifty-nine minutes, if he doesn’t melt before 
that time. And when he does get his bath he 
will think he is swimming in soup. 

It does seem, now, doesn’t it? as if a Board 
of Aldermen so honest that they can afford to 
sit down on Mr. William H. Vanderbilt ought 
to be able to provide the city with baths that 
would give a more liberal allowance of space 
than six square inches of water-surface to the 
average citizen. 








FORBIDDEN to bathe in the bursting billow 
Let Israel again hang her harp on the willow. 








FITZNOODLE IN AMERICA. 


XCVIII. 
HE GOES YACHTING. 

Ya-as, some of 
Miss Marguerwite’s 
fwiends invited Jack 
and me to cwuise 
with them in a aw 
yacht, and, although 
I wasn’t desperwate- 
ly desirwous of form- 
ing aw, as it were, 
one of the cwew, 
pwincipally on ac- 
count of the curwious fellaws that I dweaded 
meeting in the party, we wesolved to wisk it 
and go; besides, I had nevah had any pwopah 
experwience of Amerwican yachting. 

Wewent by twain to a place called Newport, 
Whode Island. Awit’s quite a wesort, and I 
now wecollect I’ve been there befaw. I believe 
I actually managed to get thrwough the time 
verwy wespectably there—aw I think it was 
last ye-ah, ' 

We arwived at the house—call them all cot- 
tages he-ah, by the way—where I met Miss 
Marguerwite and some of the othah membahs 
of her family. Aw I was wathah glad to see 
her, and I dessay she wasn’t displeased at see- 
ingme. At any wate she didn’t look disagwee- 
able. Gwatifying aw. 

We wowed to the cwaft in which we were 
going to take the cwuise. It was extwemely 
decent in appearwance, and Jack said her 
name was the ‘ Xarwifa,’’ and I suppose he 
was wight, as he generwally is. 

Aw I was just a twifle surpwised at the gener- 
wal attwactive look of everwything arwound 
on the deck. 

Of course I’ve had considerwable exper- 
wience in yachting, ye know,‘at home. I’ve 
severwal times been fwom Cowes to the Medi- 
terwanean, and I’m a membah of the Woyal 
Thames Yacht Club. But I was nevah spe- 
cially fond of the amusement. Toomuch wock- 
ing and wolling about to meet with my appwo- 
bation, and of making me desirwous of in- 
dulging in it pwetty fwequently. But I have 
no objection to the wecweation faw a change. 

In addition to the captain and the wegular 
c-c-cwew and to Miss Marguerwite there were 
thwee or four of her unmarwied female fwiends 
—not half bad-looking, by Jove. ‘Then there 
were one or two marwied women with their 
husbands. Aw nice—I mean the wives. 

The west of the party was made up of bach- 
elah fellaws wathah wich; and altogethah, con- 
siderwing the whole of the company, with the 
exception of Jack and me, were Amerwicans, 
it wasn’t bad. 

Ya-as, it was quite a tolerwable assemblage. 
I had averwy fai-ah cabin—aw state-woom, 
and the pwopwietah of the yacht gave me the 
ide-ah of having been accustomed to weceive 
wespectable people as visitahs, 

The only objection I had was that the ownah 
took such extwaordinarwy pains to extwact 
fwom me my opinions and impwessions wegard- 
ing his pwoperty. 

And weally it was a verwy cweditable speci- 
men of naval constwuction. Aw nice tapah 
sticks and spars, and polished bwass and silvah 
distwibuted about in weckless pwofusion ; ever- 
wything clean and bwight without being mer- 
wetwicious. 

We shaped our course to some place or othah 
on asound. Aw don’t wemembah the p-p-port, 
but pwobably shall when next I wite, and then, 
if I don’t feel too terwibly bawed, shall de- 
scwibe the peculiarwities of my fellaw-passen- 
geahs aw. 

They have many wemarkable charwacterwis- 
tics which, I venture to think, are worth wefer- 
wing to aw. 
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THE NEW SEXTON. 


(oR, THE “OLD SEXTON,” WITH ALL THE MOD- 
ERN IMPROVEMENTS.) 


IGH to a stand where was sold lemonade 
And fruits, stood a sexton in black arrayed; 
His brow it was furrowed with thoughts of gain, 
For he saw in green apples a funeral train; 
And these words he spoke, with sardonic grin: 
*¢ How I'll scoop ’em in! How I'll scoop ’em in! 
Scoop ’em (chord), 
Scoop ’em (chord), 
Scoop ’em (chord), 
How I'll scoop ’em in! 


*¢ The small boy I'll plant pretty deep, I ween, 
For ’tis now the season of all things green, 
When cholera morbus and cramps abound, 
And the green-apple biter is put under ground— 
(Here he smiled as he scratched his fat double chin)— 
How I'll scoop ’em in! How I’ll scoop ’em in! 
Scoop ’em (chord), 
Scoop ’em (chord), 
Scoop ’em, (chord), 
How I'll scoop ’em in! 


‘¢ The year rolls around each season, and brings 
To my feet few small boys donning angels’ wings, 
But now, as he munches the apples green, 
My shadow creeps o’er him like a ghost unseen, 
And, spite of hot-drop, cholera mixture or gin, 
How I'll scoop ’em in! How I'll scoop ’em in! 

Scoop ’em (chord), 

Scoop ’em (chord), 

Scoop ’em (chord), 


How Ill scoop ’em in!” 
M. F. DONOVAN. 








LA CREME DES CHRONIQUES. 


WHAT THE WITS OF DE BLIN HAVE TO SAY 
IN THEIR PAPERS. 








A VETERAN, who had just raised from the 
ranks to be marshal (de la féte de Saint Patrice), 
stood admiring his newly-purchased horse when 
a friend approached the soldier. 

“Behold,” said the latter, ‘‘ what a horse I 
have here; gaze upon its beautiful tail, and tell 
me whether you have ever seen anything like it 
before.” 

** Ahem!” replied the citoyen, who was a 
judge of horse-flesh, and knew that the animal 
in question had been sold for one hundred 
francs, ‘‘’tis indeed a pity that such a fine tail 
should hang from this miserable beast. Perhaps 
it is all a freak of Dame Nature, who created 
one tail more than there were horses, and, as 
hair switches had not come into fashion, she 
stuck it on your poor brute to get it off her 
hands,” 





AN artist asked his young model, with whom 
he was evidently in love, whether posing did 
not pain her very much, 

‘* Ah, Monsieur,” she answered with a smile, 
‘‘ that depends upon the kind. When I pose for 
you I sometimes have a pain two inches the 
east side of my breast-bone. If you were to 
propose for me—well, as you have never made 
the experiment I cannot say how I should feel.”’ 

He took the hint, and the model is now his 
wife. 





A coupLe of garcons, home for the vacation, 
attended a temperance meeting. As they were 
leaving the after the exercises one said to 
the other: 

**] am a convert to the principles of Tem- 
— and so infernally dry that the moment 

get out of this sweat-box, I will drink a cognac 
to their success.” 
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‘‘What a pretty little foot you have, Made- 
moiselle,” said an old beau to a young lady he 
had been introduced to only an hour before. 

‘‘Ah,” she replied, with a provoking giggle 
and in a mocking voice, ‘ what a pretty big 
foot you have, Monsieur. You shall not outdo 
me in compliments.” 

Although Monsieur thinks her a very vulgar 
ill-bred girl, he has his trousers cut wide and 
fastened to his shoes to conceal the misplaced 
prodigality of Nature. 





ScENE in an Art Gallery. 

Subject, a painting entitled: 
Mountains.” 

Each connaisseur is supposed to be alone 
when he makes his comment. 

1st Art critic—It is beautiful! 

2d Art critic—It is barbarous! 

3d Art critic—A masterpiece! 

4th Art critic—A daub! 

5th Art critic—It has finish. 

6th Art critic—It lacks tone. 

7th Art critic—It has depth. 

8th Art critic—It has no depth. 

oth Art critic—A work of genius! 

roth Art critic—A waste of paint! 

11th Art critic—An eyesore! 

12th Art critic—Sublime! 

You will not be surprised to learn that ‘‘Mist 
on the Mountains” was awarded the first prize 
by a commission composed of the above gen- 
tlemen. Leo C, Evans. 


‘Mist on the 





EXTREMES MEET. 


Many a youth’s been childish called 
Solely, ofttimes, because he’s bawled ; 
Then, as the years have onward rolled, 
Because he’s bald he’s been called old. 








MATRIMONIAL. 

This is too much! 

We do dislike to intrude our 
private affairs upon our readers, 
but these incorrigible newspa- 
pers have forced it upon us. 
We didn’t mind it when they 
credited the Prince of Sham- 
katka, the Grand Duke of Sasse Hege, and in 
turn every marriageable male member of the 
royal families of Europe, with matrimonial 
designs upon her, but when they begin to 
couple her name with that of the husband of 
her lately deceased sister, thus insinuating that 
second-hand is good enough for her, by George 
and the Dragon, we must speak out! 

It was one of our full-dress portraits that did 
the business, 

She saw it, and the heart that princes had 
stormed in vain knuckled under at once, 

Guelph’s consent was necessary, of course, 
but you can just wager your undermost doubloon 
she was delighted at the chance of marrying off 
one of her daughters into a family whose pedi- 
gree is as clear as it ever was. 

The necessary official preliminaries are being 
arranged, and the cards will soon be out. 

We have purchased a razor and have been 
shaving three times a day, but the hair is obsti- 
nate and won’t come. 

It is mortifying; but then if we haven’t a 
moustache, neither has Beatrice. 

That is, we trust not. 

N.B.—Please not to send any silver ladles. 











SYMPATHY. 


You ask why yonder horse don’t go; 
Should he neglect his driver’s whoa? 



































PUCK. 











HE WOULD GO TO THE COUNTRY. 
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And this is why. 





Little preliminary to parting. 
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His appearance on the homestretch. 




















































THE POET. 


OU ask me, dearest lady, if I write 
Impassioned verse to weave an immortal name 
In fame’s bright chaplet? No, my friend, not 


quite— 
I do not work for fame! 





Poets, like all, myst live, and sometimes, too, 
In boarding-houses with inferior hash, 

And therefore, lady, to be frank with you, 

I only write for cash! 


You like my lines? Ah, friend, you are not hard; 
While editors are all unjust, unkind, 
And grimly send back poems to the bard— 
"«¢ Respectfully Declined!” 


Never despair? No, never, for to-day 
I’ve come to borrow thirty dollars of you, 
To satisfy my clothier and to pay 
My board bill which is due! 


MALCOLM DOUGLAss. 











A SUMMER PILGRIMAGE. 


——_—— 


Nowne_rkE, N. P., July 28th, 1879. 
Dear Puck: 


WHEN a person goes into the country, he or 
she is always afflicted with a strong desire to 
botanize and geologize. You take a hammer 
and a basket and a bottle containing spirits for 
preservation of curious animals and go out into 
the fields. Once there, you select a shady 
tree, place yourself and the hammer and the 
basket under the tree, and place the mouth of 
the bottle in close and ‘continuous contact for 
a few consecutive minutes. Then, while the 

asses grow and the flowers blow, you gently 

all asleep—aunless you have planted yourself on 

a wasp’s nest, or in the neighborhood of some 
newly-wedded pair, who, under some adjacent 
tree, are talking soft sawder to each other. 

Why everybody should select the season of 
the year when I seek the rural regions as a pro- 
per period for wedding tours, is one of those 
things this fellow cannot find out. Whenever 
I reach a hotel during my summer jaunts, I am 
certain to find there one or more pairs of newly 
wedded human beings. Here at the Nowhere 
Sanitarium there are several such sets of turtle 
doves. 

Of course the matter might be worse; in 
fact I have seen it worse. One summer I stop- 
ped at a second-year hotel—z. ¢., a hotel pa- 
tronized by young married people who have 
been married one year. It is a solemn fact 
that every man in that hotel was provided with 
a wife, a child, a nurse and a perambulator. 
The breakfast performances were amusing. 
’ The little darling was put in the perambulator; 
the mama said ‘“‘Ta ta;” the papa said “Ducky 
ducky;” the nurse rolled the perambulator on 
the hotel lawn; and mama and papa ate their 
breakfasts, Then papa came out and peram- 
bulated the baby while the nurse ate her break- 
fast. As almost all the couples ate breakfast 
at the same hour, you can imagine how amus- 
ing it must have been when thirty or forty pe- 
rambulators were run up and down on the 
lawn by thirty or forty progenitors of thirty or 
forty infants, not counting twins. 

ut to return to our mutton, or rather lambs. 
I would not object so much to newly-wedded 
people, if they did not so constantly persist in 
parading their aggravating happiness before 
my eyes. They must know that it is not unal- 
loyed happiness to a bachelor to see a fair dam- 
sel’s head reclining gracefully on another fel- 
low’s shoulder. Why will they load their con- 
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Officer McGashem, going on his beat one morning, is surprised to see all the 
citizens of the precinct armed with his own favorite weapon. 











versation with dears and darlings, when they 
know that the wind is carrying those endear- 
ing terms to the ears of the lone bachelor who 
is slowly walking down the road behind them? 
And then such young and such abominably 
small men get married. I have sometimes 
thought, as. I compared my massive proportions 
and mature age with the size and years of the 
youthful Tom Thumbs whom I have met on 
their wedding trips, that, if they were entitled 
to one wife, I was entitled to be at least a Brig- 
ham Young. 

There was a pair of human turtle-doves at 
the Nowhere Sanitarium. Fortunately for the 
other boarders, the newly wedded couple were 
sufficient unto each other; they courted the so- 
ciety of each other most assiduously, and took 
long rambles during the dewy morn, or the 
late afternoons, or the sweet eventide. One 
afternoon they started from the hotel for a 
walk; they journeyed on until they came to a 
little brook, over which they leaped; they 
found an enticing grove and sat down under 
the trees. There, clasped in each other’s arms, 
they indulged in sweet converse. They sprin- 
kled the underbrush with “ darlings” and 
“dears” and “ducks” and ‘“‘charmers,” and 
gave old echo a chance to re-produce that 
sound which is made only when two lips meet 
two other lips. Notwithstanding this choice 
refreshment, Araminta grew thirsty and hungry, 
and she besought Charles to go for some milk 
to a farm-house on the other side of the brook. 
At love’s behest he sprang across the stream 
and wended his way to the farm-house; mean- 
while Araminta nodded beneath the trees, 

It is always the unexpected which happens. 
There was a pond at the upper end of the 
brook, and the proprietor of the pond selected 
the period of. Charles’s absence to begin the 
emptying out of that pond. The gates of a 
sort of lock were opened, and when Charles 
returned he found that the bubbling brook had 
become a brawling river. He dropped the 
milk and called to Araminta; she awoke, took 
in the situation at a glance, and dissolved in 
tears. Now, in the old romances, the hero 
would have been placed on horseback; he 
would have gone through the stream with his 








gallant charger, and, placing Araminta on the 
crupper, would have sought the hotel in tri- 
umph. In a modern play he would have dashed 
into the water, buffeted the waves vigorously, 
and, when he had reached the other shore, 
clasped her in his arms; then, applying all the 
resources of modern science (whice he would 
have at his fingers’ ends), he would have made 
a delicious soup out of his boots, assuaged her 
thirst and hunger, and waited patiently for the 
subsidence of the waters. Charles, however, 
had no horse and couldn’t swim. Besides this 
is merely a narrative of facts, and Araminta 
could only do what the old Scottish chief did: 


*¢ Come back, come back,” she cried in grief, 
** Across this stormy water!”’ 


They walked down the stream, one on each 
bank of it, and at the end of a fifteen minutes’ 
walk they found a bridge. In a moment they 
were clasped in each other’s arms, I confess 
that dénoiment is abominable—but what will 
you have? If they had been compelled to 
camp out on opposite sides of the stream all 
night, and she had been devoured by wild 
beasts, and he had been slaughtered by ruffians, 
don’t you know that I should have been pleased 
to have narrated such thrilling details? They 
did find the bridge, and when I am narrating 
facts I bear a remarkable resemblance to the 
father of my country. 

I was standing behind a tree near the bridge 
when they met. . 

“‘ Oh, Araminta,” he exclaimed, “ I dropped 
the milk!’’ 

“‘ What is milk or base food to me when you 
are near ?”’ she cried. 

“‘ That’s the way I feel, too, somehow,” he 
said. 

Just at that moment the gong sounded from 
the Sanitarium. They looked into each other’s 
eyes for a moment, and then they pulled foot 
for the hotel. I’m a pretty good runner, but 
I took their dust all the way home. They may 
live on love, but if they do, they do it on the 
sly, and the landlord will never find it out, it 
he should observe them at meal-time. 

Yours hymenealistically, 
ARTHUR Lot. 
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“|| PUCKS CONDENSED NOVELS 


NEW SERIES, No. IV. 
NIP-AND-TUCK DAN; 


OR 


LIFE AMONG THE HIGHLY AND LOWLY. 


[Condensed from the thrilling story of that title published in the 
«N.Y. Weekly Boys’ & Girls’ Compatriot.’’] 














By Mary Kate Brien O’BRIEN. 





CHAPTER I, 
«‘ Sugar and spice, 
And all things nice— 
That’s what fair girls are made of.”— Byron, 


Sr was lovelier than a poet’s dream. 
ay Eighteen summers had turned her curls 
to molten gold, had tinged with the blue 
of heaven her glorious orbs, and had ripened 
her form into the perfection of womanhood. 
Ever upon her lips there beamed a smile. The 
children in the streets—aye, the very dogs 
knew that beneath that light blue bodice she 
wore beat a tender heart. 

Far and near was known and loved Agnes, 
the gold-beater’s daughter. With her parents 
she lived in her modest home in Allen Street, 
and ofttimesshe had read the ** open sesame” 
to that home, beside the front door, “‘ Ring the 
first bell.” During the day she was the boss of 
a sewing-machine in a millinery establishment, 
and in the evening she would sit upon the front 
stoop and await the coming of her papa. When 
he arrived, she would clasp her arm in his, and 
together they would saunter to the evening re- 
past. 

It was eventide of a lovely day in the month 
of July, eighteen hundred and don’t give it 
away. On the stoop of her modest home 
stood Agnes. The last lingering rays of the 
setting sun lighted upon her golden tresses and 
her pearly complexion. Standing there she 
was a picture such as an artist would have 
yearned to place upon his canvas. 

At that moment a young man approached. 
His form was tall and well-built, his *features 
daintily chiseled, though in them and in his 
eyes dissipation had left its marks. He was 
faultlessly attired, from his snow-white tile to 
his highly-polished shoes. As he reached the 
stoop he gazed upon Agnes. Suddenly he drew 
forth his handkerchief. Agnes’s charming nasal 
organ seemed to need her care also, and she 
drew her handkerchief. He was about to speak, 
probably concerning the weather, when a 
strong voice behind him remarked: 

‘Don’t you think you’d better move on? 
Say!” 

Without ‘a word the young man raised his 
white hat for a moment and passed on. Those 
familiar with the aristocracy of New York 
would have recognized in that faultlessly at- 
tired young man Rupert Astor Stewart Vander- 
bilt Fromageit. . 





Cuapfer II. 

CoLn¥:—Oh, is it taffy. that she gives to me? 
_. Jaques:—Not so, my boy, not so! They’re choice 

Bs. yng gum-drops. —JONSON. 

As Rupert Fromageit moved away, a young 
man advanced to the stoop. It was Nip-and- 
Tuck Dan, the young man who had advised 
Rupert Fromageit to move. He was a fine 
youth, rather short and square in his figure, and 
rather spread out as to his face and nose, and 
rather cropped and reddish as to his hair, but 
his heart was in the right place. He was jn 
the livery stable business about a block away 
from the house of Agnes, and ever since he 
had met that charming maiden at a picnic du- 
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ring the previous summer, he had been, so to 
speak, “‘mashed, dead gone, collapsed ” on the 
maid. As he reached the stoop Agnes cried: 

‘*¢ Oh, thank you, Dan!” 

**Can you sit down a minute ?”. asked Dan. 

** Why, yes,” said Agnes, sitting on the top 
step. 

Dan sat two or three steps below, fidgeting 
with his straw hat, which he moved round and 
round in his fingers. 

‘You know that dance at Jones’s Woods ?” 
said he finally. 

“On Tuesday? Oh, yes,” gushed Agnes. 

‘‘And you wanted to go”— 

“Oh, yes, yes,” cried Agnes; “I want to go 
ever so much,” 

‘“* Well,” continued he, ‘ there’s the tickets. 
I’ll come for you at seven.” 

“Oh, you good, good fellow!’’ cried Agnes, 
** I’m so glad.” 

At that moment the father of Agnes ap- 
proached. Agnes skipped to her papa, and 
Dan skipped away. 





CuHapter III, 


*«O woman, thy name is fikility.” 
—MILTON, 


Strange as it may appear, Rupert Fromageit 
had taken possession of the fancy of Agnes. 
It was plain to her at a glance that he belonged 
to the créme de la créme of society. Often, 
as she had gazed upon her lovely features in 
the glass,she had dreamed that some day a 
prince would come and bear her away in a 
chariot. Many and many times had she and 
her fellow work-girls, at noon, talked (as they 
took their luncheon from the wrappings of story 
paper,) about the charming men they wished to 
marry. Never before had a romance come so 
near her. All night she tossed upon her couch, 
and day had just broken when she rose. 
Eagerly she hastened down-stairs and opened 
her father’s copy of the Daily Bladder.” There 
among the personals was what she sought. It 
read as follows: 

** Allen St. Golden-haired maiden on stoop. 
If agreeable, gentleman with white hat would 
like to make acquaintance. Send word where 
I can see you to X.O.Z., Daily Bladder office.” 

Agnes sat down for a moment to still the 
breathing of her heart. It had come; her 
romance had opened; the lover for whom she 
had sighed was approaching. She went to her 
room, wrote on aslip of paper, ‘‘ Jones’s Woods, 
Tuesday evening,” put that slip of paper in an 
envelope, addressed that envelope to X. O. Z. 
and, as she went to her daily toil that morning, 
dropped the message in a post-office box. 

The die was cast! 

When in his palatial mansion on the Fifth 
Avenue, Rupert Fromageit read that message a 
second time; a smile of triumph flitted over his 
face. The angels, looking down, read that 
message with a shudder; the demons from the 
pit gloated over it. Alas, such is life! 





CuHaptTer IV. 


** And maiden’s hearts are won by tender words.” 
— DRYDEN. 

Leaning on Dan’s arm Agnes entered Jones’s 
Woods. As she approached the dancing plat- 
form her eyes eagerly gazed around. At the 
rear of the platform she saw Rupert Fromageit, 
and a blush suffered her cheek as her eyes fell 
upon him. She danced once with Dan, and 
then sent that unsuspicious cavalier on some 
trifling errand. As soon as Dan had left her, 
Rupert Fromageit approached, and, placing 
his arm around her waist, whirled her away in 
the mazes of the giddy waltz. That finished, 
they strolled away from the platform, and he 
poured in her ears dainty words and charming 
suggestions. How sweet were his tones! How 











delicate, were his expressions! She was in fairy- 
land. He told her how her lovely face had 
struck his heart, how he had yearned to see her 
once more, and how he had rejoiced when he 
saw her on the dancing-platform. She listened 
and believed, Time fied! 

“ Oh,” she said with a sigh, “‘ Lforgot. Take 
me back, please, to the platform,’” 

** But I shall see you again to-morrow ?” 

“Yes, yes,” she gasped, 

“To-morrow evening,” he whispered, as 
they reached the platform, ‘at nine at Tomp- 
kins Square.” 

She nodded her head as she left him and ran 
across to Dan. Dan was scowling, but a few 
glances from her eyes and a few words from 
her lips put him in good humor again. He 
worshiped the ground she trod upon! 





CHAPTER V. 
***Tis but one step from happiness to shame.” 
—OTWAY. 

Picture to yourself Tompkins Square at nine 
o’clock in the evening. The millions of chil- 
dren, who swarm there in the daytime, had 
been put in their little beds, and the great 
Square was desolate. The stray spear of grass 
in the north-east corner seemed desolate and 
alone. The square itself-looked like a piece of 
Sahara planted in the midst of a great city. 
Rupert Fromageit paced up and down impa- 
tiently. As the clock of a neighboring church 
struck nine, Agnes approached. Her head was 
cast down, and she moved slowly. All day long 
she had thought of her engagement, and hope 
had struggled with fear. It-was with a throb- 
bing heart that she had gone to the appoint- 
ment. 

Rupert Fromageit advanced to her eagerly 
and spoke to her gaily. Drawing her arm in 
his, he moved slowly around the Square. In 
her ear he poured soft and winning words, and 
painted pictures for her of their future happi- 
ness, Slowly they moved to where a carriage 
stood. 

“Then you will marry me at once?” asked 
Agnes. 

Rupert Fromageit hesitated. He was tempted 
to say ‘“‘yes;” but he had lately been badly 
handled in a breach of promise action, and he 
feared another. 

‘“* Marriage, my darling,” said he, “is the 
weak invention of foolish people. What has 
that to do with happiness? We'll be happy. 
Come, my darling,” he added, as he threw his 
arm around her waist and urged her towards 
the carriage. 

‘¢ Unhand me, ruffian!” she cried. ‘‘ Unhand 
me! Now I know you!” 

“Hadn't you better drop that woman? say!” 
remarked a voice Rupert -Fromgeit had heard 
once before. 

“‘Oh Dan! Dan!” cried Agnes, as she leaned 
her head on his shoulder. 





Cuapter VI. 


«* True hearts aré more than coronets.” 
TENNYSON. 


It was indeed Dan. He had earned his nick- 
name Nip-and-Tuck because on several occa- 
sions he appeared just in the nick of time 
to aid his friends, and never had he appeared 
more opportunely than on the present occasicn. 
And yet the ry, Ras simple enough. By mere 
accident Rupert Fromageit had hired the car- 
riage at Dan’s stable, and Dan, recognizing 
him and suspecting mischief, had driven the 
coach, 

Dan stood there clasping Agnes. with ,one 
hand, and with the other boldly snapping his 
whip. 





(Continued on page 330.) 
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“ Young fellow,” said he, ‘‘ you’d better git.” 

Rupert Fromageit thought. that advice. was: 
sound and teok it. Dan placed Agnes in the 
carriage and drove home. As he left her at 
the door she rewarded him witha look. He 
looked down through her eyes into her heart, 
and saw his image; he: knéw that in his own 
heart her image existed; slowly he daove the 
horses to the stable; as he sprang to the side- 
walk he exclaimed, ‘‘I’ll ask her to-morrow 
night!” : 

CuapTer VII, 

« Ring the merry bells aboard ship.” —GILBERT. 

One week after that eventful night the inha- 
bitants, of Allen Street were astonished by the 
sounds of reveling in the goldbeater’s house. 
Agnes, the lovely goldbeater’s daughter, was 
married to Dan, the gallant livery-stable man. 
When, in his palatial mansion on Fifth Avenue, 
Rupert Fromageit read in the Daily Bladder 
the wedding notice of the happy pair, he 
gnashed his teeth in agony. 








TELEPHONOGRAMS. 
WAR AGAINST JEWRY! 


LATEST FROM THE SEAT OF WAR. 
PRECAUTIONS TAKEN. 


A SLIGHT SKIRMISH. 


—_————__ 


ALL QUIET ALONG THE LINES. 
THE GUNBOAT IKEY MOSES. 


MANHATTAN BEACH HOTEL, 
Monday, 10 A.M. 

Field-Marshal Austin Corbin, who has as- 
sumed command of the forces, has taken pre- 
cautions to guard against surprise, as a large 
column of Jews, in Boyton life-suits, is reported 
to be advancing on the Hotel, by way of Jeru- 
salem and Madagascar, to capture the building, 
Pavilion and balloon. Heavy pieces of ordnance 
have been placed beyond the ropes in the Surf, 
and are loaded to the muzzle. Waiters are all 
armed with revolvers and have received instruc- 
tions to shoot on the spot any man whom they 
think is a Jew. 











I P.M. 

Five swarthy individuals who had the temerity 
to order luncheon will have no more board-bills 
to pay, the bullets hitting the bull’s-eyes of their. 
hearts. The waiter apologized when he dis- 
covered that four of the party were Cubans, and 
the other Aristarchi Bey. The bodies are now 
on view at a charge of a dollar ahead, The 
verdict of the jury was unavoidable homicide. 


3 A.M, 

General Corbin has just honorably discharged, 
for color blindness, a waiter who was just about 
shooting Fred Douglas, whom he mistook for a 
Jew. 


3:10 A.M, 
The waiter has been re-instated, Mr. Douglas 
accepting his apology. 
5 P.M. 


A mysterious individual, enveloped in a 
cloak, has just arrived, and has seated himself 
at a table in a retired part of the piazza. 

5:5 P.M. . 
He has ordered for dinner: Pork and beans; } 
cold ham; eggs and bacon, pigs, pudding, pork | 


terious individual is one of the race to whom 
Corbin objects. 
-§:20 P. M, 
The suspicion. amounts almost to a certainty. 
General Corbin has this instant caught a glimpse 
of the party’s nase. 
5:30 P. M. 
Captain Curtin, of the Manhattan Beach 
police, has arrested the individual, on the 
charge of being a Jew and trying to conceal the 
fact by calling for a swine dinner. He turns 
out to be a Chatham Street clothier named 
Solomon Cohen. 
5:45 P. M. 
A court-martial has been called to try Solo- 
mon Cohen. Field-Marshall Corbin is Pre- 
sident, 
6 P.M. 
The sentence of the court is that he be put 
in a barrel of brine and sold in the Produce 
Exchange as pork, at market rates 
6:15 P. M. 
The packing process is completed, and the 
package has been shipped. by Manhattan Beach 
Railroad to New York. 
7 P.M. 
Field-Marshall Corbin’s outposts have been 
driven in, Great excitement and alarm in con- 
sequence. The men report that a strong ad- 
vance guard of Jews, debouching from Flat- 
bush, overcame them with clouds of tobacco- 
smoke from the strongest cabbage-leaf cigars. 
Few of Corbin’s men will recover. The entire 
Manhattan Beach Garrison is now under arms, 


7230 P, M. 
A man-of-war has just been signaled off the 
Pavilion. She is not yet made out, but is feared 
to be an enemy. Corbin has swum off to re- 
connoitre. 
TUESDAY, 6 A. M. 


Last night was a quiet one, the threatened 
Hebrew attack not being made. The man-of 
war before referred to is now in full view. 

TO A.M. 

Several sharpshooters are now coming in. 
They report very-successful sport, and had 
picked off some fine specimens of plump He- 
brew game who were bathing off Brighton. 

II A. M, 

A Jewish prisoner’s life has been spared on 
condition of his becoming a target for the rifle 
practice of the Manhattan Garrison. Mr. 
Nast has drawn on the prisoner’s stomach an 
elegant bull’s-eye, which has received the high- 
est encomiums from art critics, 

12 NOON. 

Field-Marshall Corbin, accompanied: by a 
‘Puck reporter, with a flag of truce, boarded 
the gunboat “‘Ikey Moses.” They were well 
received. This war-vessel is the property of 
the Rothschilds, who dispatched her to Man- 
hattan Beach. on the declaration of war by 
Corbin. 3 Rd, 

The following is the list of the principal of- 
ficers; Captain Abraham Isaac Jacobs; Lieuts. 
Reuben Simeon Levi and Judah Issachar Ze- 
bulon; Navigating Lieut, Dan Gad Ascher, 
The Puck reporter and General Corbin re- 
ceived a hearty welcome, ~ Gaptain Jacobs 
stated that be agers yee to “pt with 
his. pounder. pivot-gun, » Manhattan 
Beach’ Hotel into ttie:mniddie of\mext week, in 
the event of its still continuing to exclude the 
clo’ .religionists of the -Rothschilds. General 
Corbin’ said he'd like a little time to consider 
the conditions, 


be « aide 3P. M. 
|.¢*As:the reporter and General Corbin passed 


to'their gig over the side of the vessel to return 


Fto the hotel, Captain Jacobs was:heard giving 


orders to “‘ splish thé main brashe”’ and “ stow 





pie, sucking pig and pigs’ feet. 







Notwithstanding the un-Hebre 
the order, it is strongly suspected 4 






# the main royalsh,” evidences ofthe intention 
of} of the  Ikey Moses "to remain off Manhattan 
| Beach until its demands 


are complied with. 








LITERARY NOTES. 





The Toronto Weekly Graphic, formerly the 
Gossiper, is a bright and pleasant paper, and 
we are always glad tosee it. O. P. Dildock 
has acquired quite a reputation by his many 
witty paragraphs. 

Part five of John Russell Young’s “Around 
the World with General Grant,” published by 
the American NewsCompany, has appeared. It 
is handsomely illustrated and contains plenty 
of entertaining reading. We must continue to 
recommend this work to aspiring Presidential 
candidates, in order that they may know just 
what to see and how to see it. 








AMUSEMENTS. 





We have little to say with regard to Koster 
and Bial’s famous ConcerRT HALL, except to 
advise everybody to go there as often as possi- 
ble—or oftener, if possible—and listen to ex- 
cellent music, played in the best possible man- 
ner. 

The electric light and Dodworth’s Band con- 
tinue to make the Mapison SQUARE GARDEN 
a most desirable place of resort.. Miss McGeachy 
and Signor Rosnati divide the honors in vocal- 
ization.. Mr, Pease and Miss Markstein rival 
each other in manipulating the keys of the 
piano, and Signor Liberati and Mr. Bowen 
have a great deal to say on the cornet, much to 
their audiences’ satisfaction. By the way, we 
ought to mention that the programme is well 
got up, is full of extracts from the best comic 
papers,and is published by Messrs. Warden 
and North, 








Answers Foy the Anvious. 





HASELTINE.—Fold her hands upon her breast. 


J. S. L.—We take the liberty of reprinting a letter 
which you need not be ashamed of: 
— Broapway, f 
To the Editor of Puck—Sir: Bon SE 79- 


If you know what you state, in your paper of July 26th, con- 
cerning John Sanderson; to be a fact, I would deemit an honor to 
contribute a small amount to his wife and children. 

jJ.S.L. 


John Sanderson, Mr. J. S. L., was merely a figure- 
head. He does not exist, save as the representative of 
many others. That is, John Sanderson is not his name; 
but he is multitudinous all the same—multitudinous and 
miserable. We used him solely to do just what he has 
done—to touch the hearts of honestly charitable men 
like yourself, and to put to shame the cheaply senti- 
mental charity that is annointing the martyr Gilman with 
its gush. Mr. John Sandérson seems to have done his 
perfect work; and we haye only to compliment you on 
your letter, and to Rint'te all others that there are plenty 
of Sandersons tobe found/in and out of States-Prison. 


H. C.--Here you are? 
To the Editor of Putw--Sit: 5” ‘ 
I notice in your! }6f the “Jewish Colonization Scheme” 


you have all the “* w symbols” excepting the one which is 
most essential, viz,, you have omitted to put the Mezuzoth on the 
door of: Superintendent’s House. Please state why this omission, 
or does Superintendent belong to the ‘‘Reform’’? Answer through 
your columns and oblige, i © 

Cy 


Savannah, Ga, 
_ We wish you to understand, young man from Savan- 
nah, that when we go to drawing Jew pictures we give 
you the whole hog—no, we don’t mean exactly that, 
either, But you may be sure that Mr, Keppler. knéw 
what a Mezuzoth is, arid that, as it was essential to the 
picture, he put it in,.<Phe Mezuzoth is a little jiggerma- 
rigger stuck inside the door-post, so thata man may kiss it 
If you want to kiss that Mezuzoth, you 
Suppose you go and 


as he goes in, 
will find it inside that door-post. 
find it, young man. 
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' ARCHIE GASCOYNE, 


A ROMANCE OF SKYE. 


WRITTEN EXFRESSLY FOR PUCK, 
BY 
JOHN FRASER, 


AUTHOR OF 
«Effie: a Tale of Two Worlds;” ‘Essays from the Westminster;” ‘‘ Duncan Fenwick’s Daughter; ” 
‘Fair Fragoletta;” ‘Scottish Chapbooks;” ‘*A Dream of a Life;” 
** Legends of Lorne;” “ Lone Glengartney,” 
etc.,. etc., etc. 


CHAPTER XVI. 


N their return home from their sporting 
expedition the adventurers, in no wise 
Ay 


wearied by their labors, were rejoiced to 
find themselves in good time for breakfast, to 
which the Doctor and Count Frankylstein in 
particular were fully prepared to do full justice. 
As to Archie, he seemed all out of sorts, and 
when rallied by the Professor and Bob, ex- 
cused himself on the plea of feeling fagged 
and having a headache; but, as he had not 
even smelled the contents of the black bottle 
on the previous night, the Doctor rejected the 
latter plea as untenable. 

At breakfast there were two vacant seats— 
those of Captain Macleod and Miss Maggie, 
the latter of whom, the company was informed, 
was so unwell as to be obliged to keep her 
room. 

‘‘ But where,” exclaimed Mrs. Macdonald, 
after they had briefly discussed the previous 
night’s expedition, ‘is Captain Macleod ?” 

“Oh,” replied the Professor hurriedly, ‘ he 
left us mysteriously some time during the night; 
you know what a queer fellow Macleod is at 
times,” 

So after a little the subject dropped, but Ar- 
chie and Mrs. Macdonald kept wondering all 
the same. 

Later on in the day, while he was coaching 
Alister in the library, and trying to instill a 
knowledge of hexameters into that youth’s 
head, Miss Maggie suddenly entered the room. 
On seeing who were present she started and 
turned to leave, but Archie detained her. She 
was looking so pale and care-worn that his 
heart was touched. 

‘‘ Please, Miss Macdonald,” he exclaimed, 
involuntarily rising and stepping towards her, 
“don’t run away. Iwas so sorry to know of 
your illness, I trust you are better, though 
your looks would augur otherwise.” 

He spoke gravely and with suppressed emo- 
tion. As we have said, the sudden sight of her 
extreme pallor, and a certain indescribable air 
of anxiety, amounting almost to haggardness, 
which gave the young face so strangely aged 
and touching a look, had moved him strongly. 
Nor was his emotion less to observe than the 
evident air of embarrassment and, almost he 
could have thought, distress, with which she 
replied in an absent, dreamy sort of way, her 
eyes looking straight into his, but as if fixed 
on vacancy. ‘ : 

“Yes, 1 have been not quite well—a slight 
headache—nothing to speak of; and I feel tired 
a little.” 

“Won't you beseated? You are not strong 
enough to stand. Can I do anything to assist 
you?” 

He spoke rapidly, earnestly, and the intens- 
ity of his tones, the evident emotion expressed 
on his face—in his eyes most of all—moved 
the young girl strangely; but all she said, with 
a gentle negative shake of the head, was: 

“No, thank you, Mr. Campbell, you can do 
nothing—nothing; nobody can. I did not 
know you and Alister were here, or I should not 








have intruded. I merely came in to get my 
Chaucer. You forget’—this with a smile that 
made a sad attempt at cheerfulness—“‘ we were 
to have begun our lessons yesterday ?” 

‘* We were,” thought Archie, and the thought 
sent a thrill through his heart as he answered: 

Pe Forget? As if I have thought of anything 
e "hag 

Then, suddenly remembering that they were 
not alone, he turned to his pupil: 

“Alister, that will do till after dinner. I 
promised your sister yesterday to teach her to 
read Chaucer, and a promise to a lady is dou- 
bly sacred.” 

“ But,” hastily interposed Miss Macdonald, 
‘**T wouldn’t for the world disturb—” 

‘All right,” exclaimed Alister, making rapid 
tracks for the door, and glad to be set free for 
an hour or two. ‘* We were almost finished, 
Mag, and I’m off to the falls; John tells me 
there’s a rare five-pounder lying there to-day— 
so ta-ta,”’ 

And the young fellow left, muttering to him- 
self with a smile as he passed into the hall, 
‘Blessed if Campbell ain’t spoons on Mag! 
Wonder what the guv will say to it! Hope he 
won’t cut up rough, for Campbell’s a brick.” 

So the two young people were left alone. 

An embarrassing silence followed. Instinct- 
ively both felt that a crisis had come in their 
lives. By that subtle, indefinable electric sym- 
pathy that unites two souls in passionate har- 
mony with each other, each felt that something 
was about to happen. So they stood for a mo- 
ment or two without moving or speaking— 
gravely, almost solemnly; she with her eyes 
downcast, and a faint flush on her otherwise 
fair cheek that was not without a suspicion of 
recent grief, and he looking at her gravely, 
earnestly, with a world of passionate intensity- 
feeling, love and sorrow in his eyes. This time 
it was he who was first to speak. 

‘*Miss Macdonald—Maggie—nay, do not 
start!—when you entered the room I had no 
thought of speaking to you as I do now, but 
something in your face, your manner, your 
voice compels me, and I must speak. You are 
in trouble? Nay,I do not mean to ask you 
of what nature—at least not ye/.. I have not 
the right. To youl am merely a poor tutor; 
penniless, friendless, unknown—without posi- 
tion or name.” 

For the first time since he had begun speak- 
ing Maggie raised her eyelids and looked up. 
Only for a moment, but the look was so infi- 
nitely pleading, pained, almost piteous in its 
wistful, half reproachful tenderness, that Archie 
was compelled to pause from sheer excess of 
emotion. After a moment he resumed depre- 
catingly: 

‘1 did not mean to pain you. I would not 
pain you for all the world. I have but de- 
scribed myself as the world that knows me not 
would. I say that knows me not, for I am not 
quite all I have said. Miss Macdonald—Mag- 
gie—I am an impostor.” 

A shiver ran through her frame; the pallor 
deepened on her face; and again she lifted her 








eyes to his—inquiringly, pleadingly, but he 
went right on, and again her eyelids drooped. 

** Yes—an impostor, but—not, I trust, a ve: 
dangerous one. Can I ask you to bear wit 
me while I tell you my story? It is quite short 
and I shall try not to bore you.” 

The queenly head bowed a faint assent. 

“Then permit me to lead you to the couch 
—you are not strong, and already I have sel- 
fishly kept you standing far too long.” 

Without raising her eyelids or speaking a 
word Maggie allowed herself to be led to the 
sofa and sat down. 

“Thank you,” said her companion simply 
as, still standing, he resumed his narrative. 

“ For the last year or two I have been study- 
ing at Glasgow University, where I met your 
brother and my dearest friend. My academi- 
cal career hitherto has been not altogether un- 
distinguished; this much in my own defence. 
I am therefore a student, and to some extent a 
scholar, and so far have made no pretensions 
to being other than I am. But my name is 
not Campbell.” 

Again his listener started. 

** My name is Gascoyne, and my father is an 
English baronet—you may have heard the 
name? Well, you are perhaps curious to know 
why I am here as a tutor and underan assumed 
name. I shall tell you, for, as you will find 
presently, you have the right to know. The 
why and the wherefore are simple and common- 
place enough. I had got into debt, my credit- 
ors pressed, and a sudden disagreement with 
my father, the nature of which I need say no- 
thing about now, except that it was a purely 
business and, I’m sure, temporary difficulty— 
precluded the idea of my applying to him for 
aid. So, after consulting Doctor Macdonald 
and your brother, I resolved until such time as 
it became necessary for me to go to Oxford— 
for I go there next session—to turn my hand to 
some money-making work. So this tutorship 
of Alister turning up at the time, I accepted it, 
and through a spirit of false pride which I bit- 
terly regret, and a fear of offending my father 
and relatives, I dropped the name of Gascoyne 
and became plain Archie Campbell. That is 
my story. I amsorry to have kept you so long; 
you must be awfully bored—excuse the slang— 
but I felt I must tell you.” 

Maggie looked up into his face. He was 
standing with left hand on the arm of the sofa, 
and head bent looking down at her. The fair 
face was now one rosy flush; all the uneasi- 
ness and pallor were gone; the mouth had re- 
sumed its old sweet, untroubled expression; 
the eyes their dangerous brilliancy and passion ; 
but it was with a curiously mixed expression of 
face and with a suspicious tremulousness of 
voice that she said in a low, soft, hesitating 
voice: 

‘‘And why to me specially ?” 

‘*Why! Can you not guess?” | 

*¢ |—I—can’t.” 

“¢ Shall I tell you?” 

“Oh, please, Mr. Campbell, don’t!” she ex- 
claimed, with a pained and yet pleased expres- 
sion on her face. ‘‘ I—I—don’t wish to know.” 

“‘ And why not wish to know ?” and his voice 
trembled with suppressed emotion, and both 
spoke in tones so low as to be almost inaud- 
ible. 

“And why not wish to know?” he repeated, 
bending down towards her. ‘Shall I answer 
for you? Because you know only too well— 
know that I love you.” 

Maggie trembled violently and her face be- 
came a deadly pale, then flushed a rosy red 
from temple to neck, and still she made no an- 
swer, and still her eyes looked up into his— 
steadily, frankly, dreamily; and an indescriba- 
ble expression—was it of pain or pleasure or 
both ?—rippled the corner of her sweet mouth 
and seemed to pass into her eyes. 
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“ Maggie—darling—will you not answer?” 
and he caught both her hands in his, and she 
made no effort to remove them. She only 
looked up into his face with the smile he loved 
so well and said—slowly, lowly, sweetly: 
‘¢ You know I do.” 
(To be continued.) 











Pack’s Fechanges. 


THE TASTE OF THE MOSQUITO. 


Down by the dashing Restigouche, 
Where lordly salmon rise 

To make themselves acquainted with 
A Princess armed with flies. 





The Princess reasoned with the sprite; 
What else could fisher do? 

‘* My newest, dearest, armed Knight, 
Would I could fly with you!” 


‘‘ I know your taste, your ladyship, 
You love a ‘ laddie’ bonny, 
While I forego the vulgar sip 
For blood that’s sweet as honey. 


“‘ Indeed I own a stinging wit 
That nothing will suffice ; 

The best blood of the land’s but fit 
For me; I love what’s nice! 


“¢T welcome to the ‘ fisher’s luck,’ 
Those who most need repose, 

Far from the stings of Grif or Puck, 
Those witlings who give blows! 


‘“¢T welcome Princess, Marquis, suite, 
To my domain of right, 

Where the St. Lawrence rivers meet, 
And all can get ‘a bite.’ 


‘¢ Your taste to streams and valleys takes, 
Where the scaled salmon come, 
Admiring fauna, flowers and breaks: 
My rule’s to stay ‘ to hum!’ 


“‘ Lady, then seek great Ottawa, 
There, in your brightest sheen, 
May all your paths for many a day 

Be robed in evergreen!” 


— Toronto Grip. 


Mu es never brayed their tails.—Vatura/ 
Historical Boston Post. 

‘Tue verdant youths who bet on the wrong 
horse were green-backers.—JV. Y. News. 

‘First come, first surfed,” is the bathing- 
house rule at Coney Island.—Syracuse Stand- 
ard. 

Dip you ever see such weather? Never! 
What, never? Well, hotly ever. — Atlanta 
Constitution. 

SarRA BERNHARDT is said to be thin enough 
to make a first-class toothpick for David Davis. 
Phila. Kronikle-Herald. 

Joaquin MILLER says that those who love 
the beautiful are never bad. And yet Joaquin 
loves the beautiful.— Boston Weekly Transcript. 

**Texas is the land of miracles,” says the 
New Orleans Zimes. Somebody must have es- 
caped being shot there lately.—Oi/ City Der- 
rick. 








Pror. Swirt, of Rochester, stays out until 1 
or 2 o'clock in the morning, and then tells his 
wife that he has discovered a new planet.— 
ew Orleans Picayune. 


From the frequency with which Senator 
David Davis’s name appears in the papers, one 
would suppose the printers were fond of fat.— 
Boston Commercial Bulletin. 


WomeEN always claim to be anxious to have 
as good husbands as possible, and yet we never 
attended a wedding where the bride married 
the best man.— Boston Post. 


Tue frequency with which the odor of a 
poor cigar assails people’s nostrils now-a-days 
causes them to lament over the waste of raw 
sauerkraut material.— Rome Sentinel. 


THE ambitious city young man is now saving 
up money enough to enable him to spend fif- 
teen or twenty minutes in some fashionable 
watering place.— Bridgeport Standard. 


Now let some ingenious fellow invent a pre- 
paration for browning a man’s face and taking 
the skin off his nose, and seaside resorts can be 
dispensed with.— ew Haven Register. 


TiTLEs and degrees conferred by country 
colleges are about as useful to a man as a pair 
of side-whiskers that do not indicate the qual- 
ity of the brain.— ew Orleans Picayune. 


A CLERGYMAN won the canoe race at Lake 
George the other day. The rest of the cloth 
will please observe that it was practice, not 
preaching, that enabled him.— Phila, Kronikle- 
Herald. 

Tue American Bible Society has distributed 
36,226 copies of the Scriptures in Texas dur- 
ing the last twelve months. The Texans love 
the Bible. They use it for gun-wads.—JVorris- 
town Herald, 


AN insurance agent is a good deal of a bore» 
but he isn’t a gimlet to the man who is sure that 
your mother and his father were grandmodthers 
to each other—or some such relationship.— 
New Haven Register. 


WHEN a young married man meets his mo- 
ther-in-law in Zululand, she dodges behind a 
bush and he turns his head, according to the 
Herald, How would it do to introduce the 
custom here ?—WV. Y. Express. 


WHEN you pick up an old rusty pistol that is 
not loaded, if you have the least doubt about 
the propriety of committing suicide at once, 
always point the muzzle at some one else when 
you pull the trigger.— Keokuk Constitution. 


THE Prince of Wales owes something like 
$3,000,000, but, if everything goes well, his 
sons will reduce the debt considerably. They 
are now getting 3734 cents per day for their 
services in the navy.— Bangor Commercial. 


A LITTLE Waterloo Svnday-school miss was 
asked by her teacher, ‘‘ What must people do 
in ord.r to go to heaven?” “ Die, I suppose,” 
replied the little one. The teacher did not 
question her any further,— San Francisco News- 
Letter. 


A MAN stopped to scratch his back against 
the sharp angle of a corner store, in Boston, 
the other day, and the people knew at once 
that the Duke of Argyle had arrived. They 
Argylless folks at the Hub,— Cincinnati Sat- 
urday Night. 


AN English resident of San Francisco ex- 
cused himself for keeping his store open on the 
glorious Fourth by remarking to a patriot who 
was remonstrating with him: ‘Oh, d—n it, 
ye know, I did not have to wait for the fourth 
of any beastly month to get my independence, 
ye know. Never was a slave, in fact, or any- 
thing of that sort, ye know. Pleasant day, 
though, isn’t it?” —San Francisco News-Letter. 





THE GRADUATION ESSAY, 


A seminary graduate 
Was Miss Samantha Brown— 
The wisest, wittiest, prettiest girl 
In all our lovely town. 
Her graduation essay was 
‘“‘ The finest ever read 
In East or West, or North or South, 
Or anywhere,” ’tis said. 


Her dress was white pekay en train, 
And built with fairy skill— 
’Twas tucked and pleated, gored and trimmed 
With many a flounce a frill; 
The overdress was baby blue, 
Enwrought with laces fine— 
Oh, all the women folks declared 
The essay was divine! 


The basque was cut en Parisienne, 
With pipings all of silk. 

The corsage was entwined with strings 
Of velvet pale as milk; 

The waist was cut décolletté, 
And showed a comely form— 

That essay wrought the men folks up 
And took them all by storm. 


Samantha’s father paid a mint 
Of gold for that pekay— 
He paid it, too, without a groan, 
And busted up next day. 
Long life, we say, to that pekay 
And to Samantha Brown— 
The essay is forgot, we wot, 
By all within our town. 


— St. Louis Times-Journal, 


WHEN you see a young man with a wild, 
haggard look negotiating for a rocking-chair 
and a soap-dish, you can know that his land- 
lady insists on his replacing the furniture he 
threw out of the window at the cats the night 
previous.— Hartford Post. 


PROBABLY no young man can actually pro- 
bably protect a girl from lightning by holding 
her on his lap in a dimly lighted parlor, but 
more than fifty Stillwater boys tried it last Sun- 
day night, and the girls seemed to feel just as 
safe, too.— Stillwater Lumbzrman., 


“It is not all of death to die,” sang the 
poet. He was right. The greatest part of 
death— about ninety-eight out of a possible 
hundred—is to leave your estate in such shape 
that your children will get nearly as much of 
it as the lawyers.— Buffalo Sunday News. 


WHENEVER a survivor of the ‘‘ famous six 
hundred ” dies, two new recruits come to take 
his place. It is no wonder the Russian bullets 
were powerless to exterminate that bold bri- 
gade, since the ruthless hand of Time is denied 
a victim in its ranks.— Zurners Falls Reporter. 


SEVENTEEN persons were poisoned by drink- 
ing lemonade at a picnic at Lanesboro, Minn., 
the other day. Some scoundrels must have put 
some lemons and sugar init. In making pic- 
nic lemonade care should be taken to have it 
composed of only two ingredients—water and 
a bucket.—LVorristown Herald. 


SAID an innocent and impecunious young 
man jestingly to a brace of young ladies chat- 
ting in front of an ice-cream parlor last even- 
ing: ‘‘Have you partaken of your evening 
rations of ice-cream?” ‘‘ Thank you; we ac- 
cept your invitation with pleasure,” smilingly, 
sweetly replied they. The young man will not 
wear his watch until next pay-day permits him 
to redeem it, and there is one thing certain, he 
will never jest on the subject of ice-cream 
again; not if he knows it he won’t.— Hartford 
Evg. Post. 
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New YorK dealers threaten to put up the 
price of ice. They say the crop has been 
badly mildewed. The next thing you know 
some fellow will invent a bug or a worm that 
will attack and chew up half of the harvested 
crop about this time of the year. Ice is about 
the only crop raised that now that isn’t injured 
by a bug or a worm of some kind, and it can’t 
enjoy this immunity much longer.— Worristown 
Herald. 


Tue Binghamton Repudiican tells of a gen- 
tleman in that city who has been sick for a 
week and confined to, his house in consequence 
of being seriously poisoned about his face and 
hands by handling revenue stamps. Danger 
lurks in everything. Hereafter we shall wear 
gloves when clipping off the coupons of our 
government bonds. We are not afraid of 
greenbacks, and shall handle all we get without 
gloves.—Vorristown Herald. 


THE stuck up exclusiveness of some of these 
English noblemen is positively refreshing. ‘The 
other morning, while Lord Loftus was break- 
fasting at the Palace, a solemn looking chap 
across the table suspended operations on his 
section of broiled rubber, and ejaculated: 

“* Lord!” 

The English stranger supposed the sad man 
was about to say grace, but instead of that the 
latter repeated, inquiringly: 

“ Lord ?” 

‘‘Are you addressing me, sir? inquired the 
new Colonial Governor. 

“Tam, Lord. I want to make a little busi- 
ness proposition to you. I’ve started about the 
red-hottest little watering place in the whole 
State up in Sonoma county. Everything way 
up. Sulphur spring, bowling-alley, pianna in 
the parlor—everything. All I want is to ad- 
vertise it a little. Now I notice you Lord fel- 
lers are first-rate cards for hotels. S’posin’ you 
come up and spend a few days at my lay out. 
You can stay a square month, if you like, and 
it shan’t cost you a cent—’ceptin’ for drinks, 
if you are much on the imbibe. What yer 
sa oe 

“‘ Well, by Jove,” said his Lordship, putting 
up his eyeglass. 

‘* I know it’s a square-toed, liberal offer, but 
I’m givin’ you the straight tip. All you’ll have 
to do will be help carve, and mebbe sing a lit- 
tle with the ladies and play billiards with the 
boys. If there’s a hop we'll make you floor- 
manager and—” 

But the purse-proud autocrat had ordered 
the rest of his meal sent to his room, and 
walked frigidly out. These airy English never 
had any snap about a speculation, and that’s a 
fact— San Francisco Post. 





POND’S EXTRACT is the greatest known remedy for 
curing diseases of an inflammatory character and stopping hemor- 
thages. No household should be without it. Happiness goes 
hand in hand with health, therefore this beneficent agent does 
much for the people in never failing to inspire the afflicted with 
cheerful confidence, Where it is used in a family it is appreciated, 
because it does so much for its comfort. It is truly an exalted 
physician which never fails, Beware of imitations. Get the 
genuine. Take no other. 








SOZODONT. To preserve the teeth and keep them pure 
and white, to prevent their decay, there is no preparation in the 
market equal to SOZODONT. To preserve the gums in a natur- 
ally hard and healthy condition, there is no superior to SOZO- 
DONT. To ;urify and sweeten the breath there is no rival to 
SOZODONT. For a perfect mouth there is no recipe like the use 
of SOZODONT. Consequently it is no wonder that the popularity 
of SOZODONT as a dentifrice has no bounds. All Druggists 


keep it. 


ANGOSTURA BITTERS 


An excellent appetizing Tonic of exquisite flavor now 
world, cures 





the whole civilized 


Agu 
but beware of counterfeits. Ask your grocer or druggist for the 
genuine article, manufactured by Dr. J. G. B. Siegert & Sons. 


: 


—J. W. Hancox, U. 8, Sole Agent, 51 Broadway, P. O. Box, 2610, 
N. Y. City. 





G. H. MUMM & CO.'S CHAMPAGNE. 


mportTation 1x 1878 


35,906 Cases, 





or 16,270 Cases MOFe 


than of any other brand. 


“PUCK” CIGARETTES 


ARE FASHIONABLE AT PRESENT. 
Their quality and make-up outshines all those heretofore used 

















They are made on a new system by 

B. POLLAK, 

the Manufacturer of NEW YORK, 

and sold by every first class dealer. 
THE BEST TRUSS EVER MADE. 

The genuine Elastic Truss is worn 

with perfect comfort, night and day, 

m™ ELASTIC We cetaining rupture under the hardest 

TRUSS exercise or severest strain. Sold at 

~ aap ereatly reduced prices, and sent by 
~ * a mail to all parts of the country. 

-) AS Send for full descriptive circular to 
y / N. Y. ELASTIC TRUSS CO. 

683 Broadway, New York. 

MADISON SQUARE GARDEN, 

(LATE GILMORE’S.) 

Great Success of this Splendid Summer Resort. 
FLOWERS AND FOUNTAINS, 
CHANGE OF PROGRAMME NIGHTLY. 
Sig. Liberati and the Grand Band. 

BE. B. DODD ORE ioc cccccvces cov ccsesgsssesoeses - Director 
POPULAR MUSIC NIGHTLY. 
ADMISSION 25 CENTS. 
GRAND SEA-SIDE 
SUMMERNIGHT’S FESTIVAL 
At West Brighton Beach Hotel, Coney Island. 
Thursday, July Sist 1879, 
Commences at 4 o’clock, Pp. M., at 63¢ P. M. 

GRAND CONCE ; 
by the full chorus of the Society and an Orchestra of 120 Artists. 
—Orchestra and two Military Bands for Ball and Promenade Music. 
Brilliant illumination of Hotel Grounds and Beach; magnificent 
Fireworks. 

BAL CHAMPETRE, 
ADMISSION $81.00 

Tickets can be had at Michaelis & Lindemann’s, cor. Wall and 
Broad St.,—R. Katzenmayer, 83 Liberty St..—F. J. Kaldenberg, 
6 Astor House, and 125 Fulton St.,—C. M. Vom Baur, 89 Mercer 
St.,—Hauft Bros., 795 Broadway, and 224 Fifth Ave., and all the 
members. 

For the accommodation of visitors Trams by Culver’s Prospect 
Park and Coney Island R. R. and by N. Y. and Sea Beach R. R. 
will leave West Bri hton Beach every hour during the night. 





GREAT REDUCTION IN PRICES. 


Ready Mixed Paints........ «+-..§0 Cts. to $1 per gallon. 
English Rubber Roof Paint...............++++ sn. |. * 
ne a Slate Paint for leaky roofs...........- gs “* ye: 
BE Ghee cveccecconeceseecteseccoseccooves = 
Rawr OB .cccccesccosgocccvdtcccdocesocecsects mm. & se 


Macuinery Ons cheaper than at any store in the city. 


Acrostic by the Poet Laureate. 


Cheerful tidings! Chills are banished! 
ail elastic strength and youth! 

Into naught our woes are vanished, 
Noise abroad the glorious truth! 
Kindred ills that long did grieve us, 
All the frightful, ghastly train, 
Like a routed army leave us, 
Youth regenerate bess again, 

Pain and grief no more afflict us, 
‘Troubles waver, disappear; 

Up the flag of Chinkalyptus! 

Sold by druggists far and near. 





Chinkalyptus is put up in neat die-struck tin boxes containing 
36 pills at 25 ceuts per box, or $2.75 for family package of One 
zen. Mavucer & Perris, Wholesale Agents, New York. 




















Patents, Trade Marks 


are promptly secured by the Patent Office of 


PAUL GOEPEL, 


Staats-Zeitung Building, Tryon Row, New York. 


ADVICE AND PAMPHLET FREE. 


Goepel’s Ciassified Trademark-Record open to free in- 
spection. 


Publisher of ‘““DER TECHNIKER,” a semi-monthly Journal, 
in the German Language, devoted to the progress of Science, In- 
vention and the Trades. Terms of Subscription: $1.40 per year, 
in Advance, including Postage. Sample copies free. 


SANDIFER, 


DIAMOND (===. 
5th Avenue Hotel. 
NO FANCY PRICES. 


FRED. SCHUBER’S 


SEA SIDE GROVE, 


German Hotel and Restaurant, 
SECOND LANDING, ROCKAWAY BEACH. 








One Hundred Elegantly FurnishedRooms to let by the day or week. 
The best Restaurant on the Beach with New York Prices. 
Bowling Alley and Shooting Gallery. 





HOTEL BRIGHTON, 


BRIGHTON BEACH, 
CONEY ISLAND. 





NEW YORK CITY OIL CO., Sole Agents, 
194 MAIDEN LANE. 


. H. BRESLIN, 
Wa 'é. SWEET, } Propre. 





























> 
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Metropolitan Elevated Railway, 


OPEN FROM 5:30 A. M. TO 12 P.M. 


RECTOR ST.—Nearest point for Wall street ferry, connects 
with cars for South ferry. f 
CORTLANDT ST.—Nearest point for Jersey City and Com- 


ar ferries. 
PARK PLACE—Nearest point for Post Office, City Hall and 


Barclay street ferry to Hoboken. 
CH ERS ST.—Nearest point for Pavonia and Erie Railway 


FRANKLIN ST. 

GRAND ST.—Nearest point for Desbrosses street ferry for Jer- 
sey City, and connecting with cars for Desbrosses and East Grand 
street ferries. 

BLEECKER ST.—Connects with cars for east and west. 

8TH ST.—Connecting with cars for Christopher street and 
East Tenth street ferries, 

14TH ST.—Connecting with cars for East Twenty-third and 
Thirty-fourth street ferries, 

23D ST.—Connecting with cars for Twenty-third street ferry 
oe, ersey City and East Thirty-fourth street ferry for Hunter’s 

int. 

33D ST.—Connecting with cars for Weehawken ferry. 

42D ST.—Connects with New York Transfer Company’s cabs 
for Grand Central Depot. 

50TH ST. AND 6TH AV. 

58TH ST.—Sixth avenue entrance to Central Park, connecting 
with cars of Belt Line Railroad. 

PR ST. AND 8TH AVE. soTHST. ANDoTHAV. 72D 
ST. AND 9TH AV. 8:STST. AND 9TH AV. 93D ST. AND 
9TH AV. to4TH ST. AND oTH AV. FOR UP-T6 N ‘TRAINS 
take east side stations. FOR DOWN-TOWN Trans take west 
side stations. 

Trains will run to 58th st. and 6th av, aud 104th st. and gth av. 
alternately. 

Sunday Trains from 12:30 P. M, till 12 Midnight. 

FARE TEN CENTS, 
except between the hours of 5:30 and 7:30 A.M. and 5 and 7P.M., 
when the fare is 5 cents: 


WM. R. GARRISON, 
M. VAN BROCKLIN, a 


Superintendent. 


MANHATTAN BEAGH. 


Gilmore’s Band and Levy Afternoon 
and Evening. 





Trains leave foot East 23d st. (crossing the river via steamer 
“Sylvan Grove’’), 8.45, 9-45, 10.45, 11.15 A.M., and half-hourly 
thereafter to 8.45 P.M. 

Returning trains leave Manhattan Beach half-hourly for New 
York via Greenpoint to 10.35 P M. 

Elevated Railroads run to South Ferry, connecting with steamer 
“*1). R. Martin’ hourly, from 9.25 A.M, to 8.25 P.M., via Bay 
Ridge. 

Steamers ‘“Thomas Collyer’’ and ‘““Twilight’”’ Jeave North River 
landings—From 22d st., 9.10, 10.25 A.M., then hourly to 8.25 P.M. 
Leroy st., 9.35 A.M., and hourly to 6.35 P.M. Pier 8, 9.55 A.M., 
and hourly to 6.55 P.M. 

Returning trains leave Manhattan Beach for New York, via 
Bay Ridge, half-hourly to 10.25 P.M. 


ALBANY AND TROY BY DAY BOATS, 


C. VIBBARD and DANIEL DREW, commencing June 2d, leave 
Vestry St., Pier 39, N.R., at 8:35, and 24th St. ato A.M. (B 
Annex boat from BROOKLYN at 8 A. M.) Landing at NY- 
ACK FERRY, WEST POINT, CORNWALL, NEWBURGH, 
POUGHKEEPSIE, RHINEBECK, CATSKILL, and HUD- 
SON. Passengers landing at WEST POINT, CORNWALL, or 
NEWBURGH can return by down boat. Tickets sold and bag- 
gage checked north and west. Tickets or coupons good on Hud- 
son River R. R. received for passage. 








CHEAPEST BOOKSTORE IN THE WORLD. 
53,672 Standard = Books 
e's OUR PRICE. 
75,276 Miscellaneous American Books. 
yoy YOUR PRICE, 
112,726 Second Hand Books. 
AT ANY ‘PRICE. 
Catalogue of General Literature free. 
LEGGAT BROTHERS, 3 Beekman St., near new Post Office. 


_— 


COPYRIGRTED. 
IMPORTER AND MANUFACTURER OF 


GENTLEMEN’ S HATS 
174 Fifth Ave., 169 Broadway, 


Between 22d and 23d Streets. Near Cortlandt Street, 
NEW YORK, 


THE CELEBRATED 9 





CERMAN 


STUDENT LAMP. 


IMPORTED ONLY BY 


E. D. BASSFORD, 


" HOUSE-FURNISHING, 


HARDWARE, 
CHINA, 





GLASS, 
CUTLERY, 
SILVERWARE AND 
COOKING UTENSILS. 


1, 2, 3, 12, 13, 15, 16 &17 COOPER INSTITUTE, N. Y. CITY. 


IsaacSmith's Umbrellas 


QINGHAML 27 size....81 00 
QUANAGO, patente’... 2.00 


The Famed 





0o 


iam Any of the above sent by ex- 
press, securely packed, on receipt of 
price. 


2 COURTLANDT STREET, 
near Broadway. 


36 FULTON ST., near Pearl. 
104 BROADWAY, near Wall. 


Wapapprtese "Use OAD WAY sca 
ESTABLISHED A. D. 1802. 


BROKHAHNE’S 
COMBINATION SHAVING APPARATUS. 











Strap, Razor Case with Razor, Shaving Cup with So id 
Brush, Ali combined in One. —_ 


This tots new invention is the most useful and convenient 
article for gentlemen at home as well as traveling. 

Descriptive Circulars free by mail. 

A very large stock of the most celebrated ‘Speed and Dia- 
d Speer Razors, being Hamburg hollow 





Vienna, Philadelphia 
AND 


American Institute Fair, New York. 





PHOTOGRAPHER, 
347 East 14th Street, 
Between 1st & 2nd Aves., New York.—Closed on Saturdays only 





ground, 
W. BROKHAHNE, 350 Canal St., N. Y. 


CELEBRATED 
FOR THE MANUFACTURE 


Fine Silk Dress, Stiff 
and Soft 





FORIGENTLEMEN’S WEAR. 


NICOLL, the Tailor, 








f -_ _— 
D. A. MAYER, 
IMPORTER OF 


4HUNGARIAN WINES, 


526 Broadway, 
NEW YORK. 





THE ONLY HOUSE IN THE UNITED STATES WHERE 
HUNGARIAN WINES ARE SOLD, WHICH HAS 
BEEN AWARDED FOR “ PURITY” AND 
“SUPERIOR QUALITY” BY THE 
CENTENNIAL COMMISSIONERS, 1876. 
No connection with any other House in the United States 














WK. WIE, 


STEAM 


Pamphlet and Book Binder, 


No. 29 BEEKMAN STREET. 


Pamphlet binding of every description, and Pass books for banks 
aspecialty.—Personal attention to everything entrusted to my care. 


DENTAL , OFFICE 


8) 
Philippine Dieffenbach-Truchsess, 
162 West 23rd Street, bet. 6th and 7th Avenues, N. Y. 


Late 389 CANAL STREET. 


5 LNeoey 


OLD ESTABLISHED AND WELL-KNOWN 


DENTAL ROOMS, 
No. 6 E.. 14th Street, near 5th Ave. 


Whole and Partial Sets Beautiful Mineral Continuous Gum 
Teeth, $2.50, $5.00, $10.00, upwards, Decayed Teeth filled ina 
superior manner without pain, so as to preserve them for life with 

ure Gold, genuine Platina, Amalgam, Bone, &c., $1.00 upwards. 

‘eeth cleaned in a harmless manner so as to give them the white- 
ness of ivory $1.00. Teeth extracted without pain. 

Everything warranted as represented, and the best materials 
used in every case. PARTICULAR ATTENTION PAID TO CHILDREN’S 
Testu. Open Evenings and Sundays. 


HAMANN & KOCH, 


Red No. 9 Muiden Lane, 
MPORTERS OF 


FRENCH CLOCKS AND BRONZES, 


DEALERS IN AMERICAN AND SWISS WATCHES, 
DIAMONDS AND FINE JEWELRY. 
Look for No. 9, nearest Broadway. 


THE MINING RECORD. 


$3 a Year. — Sample Copies Free. 


ENLARGED TO THIRTY-TWO PAGES. 


Full news from the Great GOLD and SILVER Mines, Orders 
executed for Mining Stocks in New York or San Francisco. 


A. B. CHISOEM, Proprietor, 
61 BROADWAY. 




















PACHTMANN & MOELICH, 


SES CANALST.,. NEW YORE, 


Manufacture Gold and Silver Medals and 
a for Schools, Colleges and Societies, 


Rings from $3 to $12, all sizes. 
Keys that wind any. Watch 25cts. Auto- 
matic Eye-glass Holder 25 cts. Heavy 
Cased American Watches $8. Nickel Stem- 
winders $10.—Any of these goods sent free 

gon receipt of price. 
EsTasiisuen 1838. 
CORRECT TIME per TELEGRAPH. 


Dae Fe oe 














































. ‘THE TERM OF TwENTY-Five VRars, 
16 i Fears to which it has s 
| Distmbution, New Or 














s' ATE LOTTERY. 

This Institu’ y inco’ grated by the islature 
of the rete de: ible purposes in 1868, FoR 
% as WHICH CONTRACT THE IN- 
IS PLEDGED, with a capital of 
pr na a reserve fund of $350,000. 
rrrth Monthiy Grand 
1857 prices, total, 
$2110, on $30,000, $10,000, $5,000, etc. 100,000 tickets, 
twp (Bs) dollars; lars; erst one ($1) dollar. Apply to M. A. DAU- 
New Orleans, La; or same at 319 Broaeway, 

Now York. 











| VYIOLABLE FAITH OF THE 





NEVER SCALES OR POSTEO. 





Pe. 








Comfort, Durability, 
Lightness and Elegance. 


THONET 


BROTHERS, 


Inventors and Manufacturers 
OF THE 
World Renowned 
AUSTRIAN 


BENT WOOD 


Furniture. 


Principa DEPoT FOR THE 
Untrep STAaTEs: 


808 Broadway, 


jNEW YORK, 
ESPECIALLY ADAPTED FOR 


HOTELS, RESTAURANTS, CAFES, ete. 


Price Lists and Cirenlars Gratis, 


PICH&¢ 
HAVA ANA: 


102 NASSAU ST.NY 

















Ade 


ROYAL 


TICKET OF FICE. 





Next Havana rego lace August 12th, 


821 izes, ty Em to 999s, 0oe 
Tickets, $40. Halves, $20. Quarters, $ro. OO miths, $8. 
Tenths, $4. ‘Twentieths, $2. Fortieths, $x. 
Special Rates te Clubs and Agents on application. 
STATE LOTTERY, DRAWING JULY Slst. 
Capital, $14,000. 'Whole tickets, ree 
LOUISIANA STAT TT 
Draws, August 12th. Sb RT TER SB oe. 
Tickets, $2. Halves, $1. 
ALL GERMAN STATE LOTTERIES. 


ag@ In writing orders or for information please state! 
that you saw this in the English ‘‘Puck.” | 


Ss5 


YOU CAN BUY A WHOLE 


5% Imp. Austrian 100 4, Government Bond, 


Issue of 1860. 























WITH 





These bonds are guaranteed by the Imperial Government of 
Austria, and bear interest at :the rate of 5% per annum, payable 
semi-annually, They are redeemed in two drawings annually, in 
which 100 large premiums of 60,000, 10,000, 5,000, etc., 
florins are drawn, Every Austrian 5% fl. bond, which «does ;nat 
draw one of the larger premiums, must be redeemed with-at least 
120 Florins, as there are no blanks, and every bond must 
draw something. The next drawing takes place on the Ist of 
August, 1879, and every bond bought of us on or before the 
1st of August is entitled to the whole premium that may be drawn 
thereon on that date. Country orders sent in Registered Letters 
and enclosing $5 will secure one of these bonds for the next draw- 
ing, For orders, circulars, or any other information, address, 

INTERNATIONAL BANKING CO., 
150 Broadway, New York City. 


Established in 1874. 








N, B.—In writing, please state that you saw this in the English 


Puck. 
and oO! CANS. $1,100 Pianos we, 


PIANOS $222.5 $370" 3870" Organs only $96.25 


$325 Organs Figg 3 $73.75. Tremendous Reduction during the 
Midsummer mo: aving been ELECTED MAYOR of my-city and 
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HUNGARIAN 
_ Ligners and 


in the Wnited States and: 
and personally attending to 
directly from the Wine-growers 
districts of Hungary, and are 
of Wines and Liquors for 
at reasonable prices. Orders 
be promptly.attended to, and 





a A. HELLER & BRO., 
e@y 35 & 37 Broad St., and 39 & 41 First-Ave., 


are the only Importers of 





BRANCH: “Hotel Hungaria”, No 4 Union Square, 
WITH ELEGANT WINE ROOMS AND RESTAURANT. 















WINES, 
Crown Champagne, 


Canada, who are regularly 
the selection of their Wines 
in the most renowned “Wine 
able to furnish the very best 
Family and Medicinal use, 
left at the above places will 
delivered free of charge. 
















“ AMERICA’ 


> Per Case, 12 Quarts, $7.00. 
= Per Case, 24 Pints, $8.00. 


PATENT COVERS 


FOR 


FILING “PUCK” 


Price $1.00. 
FOR SALE AT THE “PUCK” 
OFFICE, 
21 & 23 Warren St., 
And through any Newdealer. 


BACK NUMBERS 
“PUCK” 


Can be Supplied on Demand. 


ADDRESS: 


Office of “PUCK’’, 
21 & 23 Warren St. 


Extra Dry 


dD 














SCEIMITT é HROLAIWNS. 
CENTRAL PARK LAGER BEER 
BREWERY, 

Brewery & Office, 159—165 E. 59th 
St. Ice-house and Rock-vaults, 56th 
and ‘57th Street, Ave. A, and East 

River, N. 

tee * BOHEMIAN BIER” to equal Inm- 
rted Bier 4 in all respects, and to Excel Domestic and 
port Biers in Taste, Color and Substance, thus 
making it the 
“BEST SHIPPING BIER.” 


SOLD CHEAPER THAN WESTERN BIER. 


MATHESIUS & FREY, 


MANUFACTURERS OF 


CABINET 


FURNITURE 


Uphoistery, Decorations, &c., 
at Prices to suit the times. Every Article guaranteed. 
No. 1567 & 1569 Broadwav,.cor. 47th St., N. Y. 



















entrusted with its bonds should be sufficient proofjef my resp 
vee circulars and ROT: New 
ddress. DANIEL F. 


bili 
ne TIX, Wattles, N. 5. 


enses to 








BAT 7 MaDe Ve Tat 


“VICKERY, 


BOHEMIAN BIER. 


THE MOST 
Extensive Manufacturers of Billiard Tables in the World. 





The J. M. Brunswick & Balke €o., 


No. 724 BROADWAY. 
NEWEST AND MOST ELECANT STYLES. 





The unequalled ‘Monarch’ Cushions which we warrant for 10 Years. 


Billiard Materials, Cloth, Balls, Ca Se., 
of our own mansinctare and importa 


The J. M. gs & BALKE C0., 
CUNO STAG 


T. Loum 
EW YORK. 





TAPE WORM. 











—__—__—_ 























MAYER MERKEL & OTTMANN LITHOG 23-25 WARREN ST 


Puch 23 WARREN ST Naw YORK 


OUR FREE BATHS. 


PoLicEMAN:— Move up closer, please, and let these gentlemen in. Plenty room inside! 





